SELECTED SHORT STORIES
head of a face where the blind was still half drawn
down.
He slept well, and was back at Mapledurham
before noon. Fleur's greeting, and the bright
peace of the river, soothed him, so that he lunched
with a certain appetite. On the verandah after-
wards, his head gardener came up.
c They're puttin* off the 'orticultural show this
afternoon, Sir. Looks as if the Germans had
bitten off more than they can chew, don't you
think, Sir?5
fi Can't tell/ said Soames. Everybody seemed
to think it was going to be a picnic, and this
annoyed him.
c It's lucky Lord Kitchener's over here/ said
the gardener, c he'll show them..'
c This may last a year and more/ said Soames;
6 no waste of any sort, d'you understand me ? '
The gardener looked surprised.
* I thought-----'
' Think what you like, but don't waste any-
thing, and grow vegetables. See ? '
* Yes, Sir.   So you think it's serious. Sir ? '
* I do/ said Soames.
* Yes, Sir.5    The gardener moved away;  a
narrow-headed chap !   That was the trouble;
hearts were in the right place, but heads were
narrow.   They said those Germans had big round
heads and no backs to them.   So they had, if he
remembered.   He went in and took up The Times.
To read the papers seemed the only thing one